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LOTS, tbat is root and fruit of Urrnu tbinp ; 
"Low, thai ibi wboh worid*s waUrs shall not drown, 

Tbt whoh world^ s jury forcis not hum down; . . & 
Hath h$ not pluckidfrom diath of lovers dead 
Thiir nmsical soft memories, and kept red 
The rose of their remembrance in men*s fpes, 
The sunsets of their stories in his skies ? . . . 

Hath he not bid relume their flameless flowers 
Vfith summer fire and beat of landing song. 
And bid the short-lived things, long dead, live long. 
And thought remake their wan fumreal fames. 
And the sweet shining signs ofwomgiis names 
Tbat mark the months out and the weeks anew 
He moves in changeless change of seasons through 
To fill the days up of his dateless year 
Ylamefrom Queen Helen to Queen Guenevere ? 

• •••••• 

They have the night, who had like us the day. 

ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE. 



THE DEFENCE OF GUEN- 

EVERE 

A Book ^ Lyncs 
VfiUidm Horns 



Printed for Thomas B. Mosher 
and Published hi/ him at 
45 ixchan^ Street, Portland, 
Maine. Mdceexcvi 



This Edition is UmUd to 925 copits. 



CONTENTS 



^ '6 



PAGB 



From ''The Defence of Guensvere and 
Other Poems ** ( 1858 ). 

i the defence of guenevers 

ii old love 

iii the gilliflower of gold 

iv shameful death 

v the eve of crecy . 

vi the uttls tower . 

vii the sailing of the sword 

viii the wind 

ix the blue closet . 

x the tuns of seven towers 

xi golden wings 

xii the haystack in the floods 

xiii two red roses across the moon 

xiv sir giles' war-song 

xv summer dawn 

xvi in prison .... 



From **Tkr Life and Death of Jason'' 
{1869). 

I «0 BITTER SSA, TUMULTUOUS SSA" 
II ''I KNOW A UTTLS GARDEN CLOSE" 



9 

20 

23 
26 

28 
30 

33 
36 
41 

44 
46 

55 
60 

62 

63 
64 



65 
67 



143996 



CONTENTS 



WACM 



From ''The Earthly Paradise** ( 1868-70). 

I *Mn the white-flowered hawthorn 

brake" 68 

II '<outlanders, whence come ys at 

LAST?** 69 

III *' FAIR IS THE NIGHT AND FAIR THE DAY " 7 1 



IV "O THOU WHO DRAWEST NIGH ACROSS 

THE SEA ** 73 

V ''BEFORE OUR LADY CAME ON EARTH*' 74 



From ** Poems by the Way *' ( 1891 ). 

i the two sides of the river ( 1868 ) . 76 

ii on the edge of the wilderness ( 1869 ) 79 

iii the god of the poor ( 1868) 83 

iv the burghers* battle (1888) . 92 
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THE DEFENCE OF GUENEVERE. 



BUT, knowing now that tb^ would have her speak, 
She threw her wet hair backward from her brow, 
lUer band close to her mouth touching her cheek. 

As though she bad had there a shameful blow. 
And feeling it shameful to feel ought but shame 
All tbrou^ her heart, yet felt her cheek burned so. 

She must a little touch it; like one lame 

Sbe walked away from Gauwaine, with her head 

Still lifted up; and on her cbeek of flame 

The tears dried quick ; she stopped at last and said: 
" O knights and lords, it seems but Uttle skill 
To talk of well-known things past now and dead. 

** God wot I ought to say, I have done ill. 

And pray you allforgheness heartily! 

"because you must be right such great lords — still 

** Usteut suppose your time were come to die, 
Andyoie were quite alone and very weak; 
Yea, laid a dying while very mightily 

** The wind was ruffling up the narrow streak 
Of river through your broad lands running well : 
Suppose a bush should come, then some one speak : 

** * One of these cloths is heaven, and one is bell, 
Nofo dfoose one cloth for ever, which they be, 
I will not tellyou,you must somehow tell 
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** ' Of your awH strmgth and migbtimss ; b^g, s$$ ! ' 
Yeatjfia, n^ lord^ tmdycu to opijwur fy^s. 
At foot of jHfur familiar bid to $S4 

** A grtat GwFs ang$l standingt with such df^es. 
Vat known on earth, on bis great wings, and bands. 
Held ant two wqps, light from the inner skies 

** Showing him well, and making bis commands 
Seem to be Gad's commands, moreover, too. 
Holding within bis bands the cloths on wands; 

" Knd one of theu strange choosing cloths was bhse, 
"Wavff and long, and one cnt short and red; 
No man conld tell the better of the two. 

*' ' After a shivering half -hour j^au said, 

* Gad help ! beavetCs colour, the bine ;* andbe said, * beliJ 
VerbapsyoH then would roll upon your bed, 

** And cry to all good mm thai loved you well, 

* Ah Christ t if only I bad known, known, known; ' 
Launcelat went away, then I could tell, 

** Uke wiust man bow all things would be, moan. 
And rail and hurt mj^self, and long to die. 
And yet fear much ta die far what was sown, 

*'Nevertbelessyau, O Sir Gauwaine, lie, 
Whatever may have happened through these years, 
God knows I speak truth, saying tbatyau He," 

Her voice was low at first, being full of tears, 
Bfi/ as it cleared, it grew full loud and shrill. 
Growing a wmdy shriek in all men's ears. 
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A Hngmg in tbiir startlid brains, wUil 

She said thai Gauwaiiu lisd, then h^ void stmk. 

And h^ grud ^es h$gan agam to fill. 

Though still she stood right f^, and never shrmtk, 
Bm/ spoike on bravely, glorions ladffair! 
\fbatever tears her full 1^ m^ have drunk. 

She stood, and uemed to think, and wrung her hair, 
Spoke out at last with no more trace of shame, 
With passionate twisting of her body there : 

** It chanced t^on a day that Launcel<d came 
To dwll at Arthur's court : at Christmas-time 
This happened; when the heralds sung his name, 

** * Son of King 'Ban ofBenwick* seemed to chime 
Along with all the bells that rang that day, 
0*er the white roofs, with little d^ange of rhyme. 

" Christmas and whitened winter passed away. 
And ooer me the %April sunshine came. 
Made very awful with black hail'Clouds,jfea 

** And in Summer I grew white with flame. 

And bowed my head down — Mutumn, and the sick 

Sure knowledge things would never be the same, 

** However often Spring might he most thick 
Of blossoms and buds, smote on me, and I grew 
Careless of most things, let the clock tick, tick, 

"To HIT unhappy pulse, that beat right through 
Mr eager body ; while I laughed out loud. 
And let n^ lips curl up at false or true. 



^holdnufpidgis, thm ihe cMbs w^re bromgbi: 
yihih I was dii^ thus, old thoughts would crowd, 

"^hmgiug to tb0 tms ^s / was bought 
Br •Arthur's gnat uams aud his littU low, 
^^*tstlgw,up/or^90r thM, I thought, 

"^J^vfhidf I dsmsd would i^rouudms move 
2^^J^ng all things ; for a litth word, 

^cara mr nuant at all^must I now prooe 

*'^*f;^^dfor$o0r? Tray you, does th$ Lard 

yf^ii thrall folks should hi quiUhaiHr and good? 
I love Goduow a little, if this cord 

*^ere broken, once for all what strivmg could 
Ma*# me hoe auftbiug in earth or heaven, 
^darb^dqrit grew, as if one should 

" S/i> slowly down some path worn smooth and even, 

uown to a cool sea on a summer dqy; 

Yet still in slipping there was some small leaven 

'l^/^retOed hands catching small stones ^ the Wi», 
yjnhl one surely reached the sea at last, 
^^ndfelt strange new joy as the worn head lay 

" Ba:*, with the hair like seaweed; yea all past 
^weat of the forehead, deyness of the Ups, 
yf ashed utterly out by the dear wooes overcast, 

"In the lone sea, far off from any ships! 
Do / not know now of a dc^ in Spring ? 
No ndnnte of that wild day ever slips 



ztt 






• • . * * » 

• • » * •- 



' Vrom out n^ m$moiy; I bear ibntsh$s sing. 
And wb^0soewr I may be, straigbtway 
^ Tbattgbts of it all come up witb mosifresb sting : 

** I was balf mad witb beauty on tbat day^ 
And went witbout my ladies all alone, 
\n a quiet garden walled round eftery way; 

" I was rigbtjqpful of tbat wall of stone, 
Tbat sbut tbe flowers and trees up witb tbe sky, 
And trebled all tbe beau^ : to tbe bone, 

'' Yea rigbt tbrougb to my beart, grown very sby 
y^itb weary thoughts, it pierced, and made me glad; 
lExceedingly glad, and I knew verily, 

** A little thing just then bad made me mad; 
I dared not think, as I was wont to do, 
Sometimes, upon n^ beauty; If I had 

** Held out my long band up against tbe blue. 
And, looking on tbe tenderly darket^d fingers. 
Thought that by rights one ought to see quite through, 

** There, see you, where the soft still light yet lingers, 
'Round by tbe edges; what should I have done. 
If this had joined with yellow ^>otted singers, 

** And startling green drawn upward by tbe sun ? 
But shouting, loosed out, see now ! all my hair. 
And trancedly stood watching the west wind run 

** yfith faintest balf -heard breathing sound — why there 
I lose my head ien now in doing this ; 
But shortly listen — In tbat garden fair 
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'' Cmn# LatmciM waikmg; this is trm^ ib$ 
yib$rtwiih W9 Hssid in msMtg IM sprimg dqff, 
I scarc0 dan talk o/thi 



" W^ bait our moMs wmd wamhrimg m om waft. 
Ami aching sorilft nui among 1h$ Isams ; 
Our bands bring lift brbind strainuifar aw^. 



** ffrwr wUbin ajwrd ofmf bright slrrurs 
Had Lamtcelot comr br/orr — amdnow, so nigh I 
Kfter thai dof wbf is it Gmmvrrr grirvrs ? 

" ffrwrtbrlrssjnm, O Sir Gamwaini, lis, 
Wbatrvtr bapprmd on through all thouyrars, 
God knows I sptak truth, sqjring thaifou U4, 

" Bring such a ladj^ could I wrrp thru tears 
l/tbis wrrr true ? ^ grrai qu$m such as I 
Having sinn*d this wof, straight hrr consdmcr srars; 

** And aftrrwards she Uvrth haUfully, 
Sloping and poisoning, artrs nrwr wrrps, — 
Ganwaim brfriiuds now, sprak m$ lovingly. 

'*'Do I not sec how God's drarpitf creeps 

All through your /rami, and trembles in your mouth ? 

B^member in what grave your mother sleeps, 

** Buried in some place far down in the south. 
Men are forgetting as / speak to you; 
By her head severed in that awful drouth 

" ^fP^ty *^ ^^^ *Agravaine*sfell blow, 
I pre^ your pity I let me not scream out 
Yor ever after, when the shrill winds blow 
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Through balfj^ourcastU-locks! Utnufud sbout 
'For ever afUr in the Winter nigbt 
VibenjHm ride otU alone f in batHe-roui 



" L*/ not mjf rusting tears make your sword light ! 
Ah ! Godofmeny bow be turns atway! 
S€?, ever must I dress me to tbefigbt^ 

" So — let God's justice work! Gatewaine, I say^ 
See me hew down your proofs : yea all men know 
'Even as you said bow Mellyagraunce one dap, 

" One bitter day in la Fausse Garde, /or so 

All good knigbts beld it after, saw — 

Yea, sirs, by curud unkm'gbtly outrage; tbougb 

" You, Gauwatne, beld bis wordwitbout a flaw, 
This Mellyagraunce saw blood i^on my bed — 
Yfhose blood tben pray you ? is tbere any law 

'* To make a queen say why some spots of red 

Ue on ber coverlet ? or will you say, 

* Your bands are white, lady, as whenyou wed, 

"*'Wberedidyoubleed?' and must I stammer not—' Nay, 

I blush indeed, fair lord, only to rend 

My sleeve up to my shoulder, where tbere lay 

"* A knife-point last night r so must I defend 

The honour of the lady Guenevere ? 

Not so, fair lords, even if the world should end 

** TiN's ury day, and you were judges here 
Instead of God, THdyou see Mellyagraunce 
yfhen Lamcelot stood by him ? what white fear 



XV 



" CnrdM bis bioad, ami bow bis Uitb Jid damcf, 
HissidisiHkim? as mf km^ crisd mtd said, 
' Sk^if of Miarm'd mtm, bir0 is a ebaac$! 

** * SftUr ofir^, Iprqufjfou puardyom b$ad, 
Y^Godlamso gladtofigbiwiihy<m, 
Strippir ofladiss, ibai m^ batidfuls l$ad 

"'For drivitigwiigbt; htrrdbnow! drawamddo^ 
For all nfff wnmds an moving im iffr bnast, 
Kad ! am giUing madwHb waiHmg so* 

H# strttdk bis bands togdbir <f$r tbs biast, 
Vf bo fill dotm/UU, and grooslPd at bisf$$U 
And groaned at biing slain sojmmg — ' at Isast* 

** BCf kni^ saidt'Rissjfonf sir, wbo ar$ soflut 
At catcbing ladiis, balfiarm'd wiU Ifigbl, 
yiyUfisid$allmtcofo§ndV tbmi.wut, 

•* Vp sprang Sir Millyagranna witb gnat dsligbt 
Upon bis hnaoisfacs; not witiljust tbm 
"Did I quiU bats bim, as I saw mff knigbt 

** Along tb$ lists look to if|r stdhs andpm 
Witb sucb ajofpous smile, it mads ms sigb 
From agowp btmatb my waist-cbain, wbim 

" Tbeflgbt began, and to me tbey drew nigb ; 
"Ever Sir Lamcelot kept bim on tbe figbt. 
And traversed warily, and ever bigb 

- And fast leapt coitus sword, until n^ knigbt 
Sudden tbrew up bis sword to bis left band, 
Caugbt it, and swung it; tbat was all tbe figbt. 
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** ^xcspt a spout of blood on the hoi land; 

"For it toas hottest summer; and I know 

1 woMiUf^d how theflre, while I should stand, 

** And burUf against the heat, would quiver so. 
Yards above my head; thus these matters went : 
Vfbicb things were only warnings of the woe 

** That fell on me. Yet Melljpagraunce was shent. 
For Mellyagraunce had fought against the Lord; 
Therefore, n^ lords, take heed lest you he blent 

• 

'* Vfitb all this wickedness; say no rash word 
Against me, being so beautiful; my eyes, 
Vfept all away the ffrey, may bring some sword 

*' To drown you in your blood; see n^ breast rise, 
Uke xoaves of purple sea, as here I stand; 
And how n^ arms are moved in wonderful wise, 

'* Yea also at n^full hearfs strong command. 
See through niy long throat how the words go up 
Iff ripples to my mouth ; how in my hand 

** The shadow lies like wine within a a^ 
Of marvellously colour* d gold; yea now 
This little wind is rising, lookyou up, 

" And wonder how the Ught is falling so 
Vfithin ifff moving tresus : will you dare, 
yfhenyou have looked a little on my brow, 

**Tosay this thing is vile ? or will you care 
Tor 09^ plausible lies of cunning woof, 
yfhenyou can see my face with no lie there 
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" Yitrtvir^ am I not a gracious proof — 

* But injnmr cbambir Lauualot was found* — 
Is tb$r$ a good kmgbt tbm would stand aloof, 

** Vftm a queen sajfs with gmth queenly sound: 

* O true as steel come now and talk with me, 
I love to seejfour step upon^tbe ground 

" ' Vnwaioeringt also well I love to see 

That gracious smile light npjfourface, and bear 

Your wonderful words, that all mean verily 

" ' The thing they seem to mean : good friend, so dear 

To me in everything, come here to^ght. 

Or elu the hours will pass most dull and drear ; 

** * If you come not, I fear this time J might 
Get thinking over much of times gone hy^ 
When I was young, and green hcpe was in sight : 

^ * For no. man cares now to know why I sigh; 
And no man comes to sing me pleasant songs, 
Nor afiy brings me the sweet flowers that lie 

** * So thick in the gardens ; therefore one so longs 

To ueyou, Launcelot; that we may be 

Lake children once again, free from all wrongs 

** ' Just for one night* Did he not come tome? 
What thing could keep true Launcelot away 
If I said * Come ? * there was one less than three 

"In my quiet room that night, and we were gay; 
Till sudden I rose up, weak, pale, and sick, 
"Because a bawling broke our dream vp,yea 
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I looked at Lcumalofsfaci and coidd not speak, 
For be looked helpless too, for a little while; 
Than I remember how I tried to shriek. 



** And could not, hut fell down; from tile to tile 
The stones they threw up rattled o*er n^ head 
And made me di^^; till within a while 

** M^ maids were all about me, and n^y head 
On Launcelofs breast was being soothed away 
"From its white chattering, until Launcelot said — 

** By God! I will not telljum more to-day. 
Judge any way you will — what matters it ? 
You know quite well the story ofthaJtfray, 

** How Launcelot stilVd their bawling, the mad fit 
That caught up Gauwaine — all, all, verily, 
"Butfust that which would save me; these things flit. 

** Nevertheless you, O Sir Gauwaine, lie, 
Vlhatever nu^ have happen* d these long years, 
God knows J speak truth, saying that you lie ! 

" All I have said is truth, by Chrisfs dear tears:* 
She would not speak another word, but stood 
Tum*d sideways; listening like a man who hears 

His brother's trumpet sounding through the wood 

Of bis foes: lances. She leatfd eagerly. 

And gofoe a slight spring sometimes, as she could 

At last bear something really; joyfully 

Her cheek grew crimson, as the headlong speed 

Of the roan charger drew all men to see. 

The knight who came was Launcelot at good need. 
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OLD LOVE. 



It 

ft 



YOU must h$ very old. Sir GiUsi 
I said; hs said: " Y$a, vtry old: 
Vfhifiat tb$ numm/ullest of smiles 
Cnasid bis day skim with ma$^ a fold. 



" Tbey bammed out my bastut point 
Into a round salad$" b$ said, 

" Tbe basnet being quite out of joint, 
ffatbeless tbe salade rasps my bead. 
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H/ ga^ed at tbe great fire awbile : 
** And you are getting old, Sirjobn ; " 

(H^ said tbis vjitb tbat cunning smile 
Tbat was most sad; ) **we botb wear on, 

** Kmgbts come to court and look at me, 
Witb eyebrows up, except my lord. 

And my dear lady, none I see 
Tbat know tbe wc^s of my old sword," 

{JAy lady ! at tbat word no pang 

Stopped all my blood,) ** 'But tell me,Jobn, 
Is it quite true tbat pagans bang 

So tbick about the east, tbat on 

** Tbe eastern sea no yeniceflag 
Can fly unpaid for?'' *" True," ! said, 

** And in sucb wt^ tbe miscreants drag 
Cbrisfs cross t^on tbe ground, I dread 
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" Thai Consti^hu must fall thisy$ar.^ 

small; 

I 



'Vfitbin my b$art; ** These things are small; 
Tbis is not small, that things outwear 



I thought were made for ever,yea, a//, 
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A// things go soon or late;** I said — 
I saw the duke in court next day; 
Just as before J his grand great head 
Above his gold robes dreaming lay, 

Onlff his face was paler ; there 

I saw his duchess sit hy him; 
And she — she was changed more ; her hair 

"BeXore my eyes that used to swim. 

And make me di^{y with great bliss 
Oncet when I used to watch her sit — 

Her hair is bright still,yet it is 

As though some dust were thrown on it. 

Her eyes are shallower, as though' 

Some grey glass were behind; her brow 

And cheeks the straining bones show through. 
Are not so good for kissing now, 

Her lips are drier now she is 

A great duke's wife these many years, 

They will not shudder with a kiss 

As once they did, being moist with tears. 

Also her hands have lost that way 
Of clinging that they used to have ; 

They looked quite easy, as they lay 
XJpon'the silken cushions brave 



yiiib hroiArjf of its applss grsm 
BCf Lard Ditks huifs f^on his shUld, 

l^$rfae$y alas! that I hav$ s$m 
\jiokfusb0r tboH an April JUldf 

This is all gom now; gom also 
H#r Uitdir walking; wbm sh$ watts 

She is most quunly I will know, 
And shs is/air still T-^as th$ stalks 

O/fadtd snmmsr-liliss are, 
Sois shi grown now unto nu 

This spring-tints, whm th$ flowers star 
The msadowSf birds sing wondsr/ully* 

I warrant ones she nssd to cling 
About bis nsckt and kissed him so, 

And then his coming step would ring 
JqfhbsUsfor her, — soms Urns ago, 

Ab! somitinus Kk$ an idle dream 
That binders true Ufi overmucb, 

Somitinus Uke a lost heaven, these seem,- 
This love is not so bard to smutch. 



THE GILLIFLOWER OF GOLD. 



AGOLDXN gtllifloWif tO-dOf 
I wore upon n^ belm aiwqip, 
Ajnd vxm th$ pri^e of this tourney. 

Hah 1 hah t la belle jaune girofl^e. 

However well Sir Giles might sit, 
mis sun was weak to wither it, 
"Liord (Miles* s blood was dew on it : 

Hah 1 hah I la belle jaune girofl^e. 

Ki though my spear in splinters flew, 
Yromjohn^s steel-coat my eye was true ; 
I wheeVd about, and cried for j^ou, 

Hahl hah! la belle jaune girofl^e. 

YeOf do not doubt my heart was good, 
Though my sword flew like rotten wood, 
To shout, although I scarcely stood, 

Hahl hahl la belle jaune girofl6e. 

VLy hand was steady too, to take 
M^ axe from round my neck, and break 
John's steel-coat up for my love's sake. 
Hah 1 hah I la belle jaune girofi^e. 

yfhen I stood in my tent again. 
Arming afresh, J felt a pain 
Take hold of me, I was so fain'— 

Hah 1 hah 1 la beUe jaune girofl^ei 
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To bear: " Honneur auz fils des preux I 
^gbt in ifff 0ars agmn, and shew 
The gilUflower blossomed new. 

Hah I hah 1 la belle jaune girofl^e. 

Tb$ Sieur Guillatmis against me came, . 
His tabard bore three points of flame 
From a red heart : with little blame — 
Hah t hah ! la belle jaune girofl^e. 

Oter tough spears crackled up like straw ; 
He was the first to turn and draw 
His sword, that had nor speck nor flaw, — 
Hah I hah 1 la belle jaune girofl^e. 

But I felt weaker than a maid. 
And m^ brain, di{^ied and afraid, 
Within mp helm a fierce tune play* d, — 
Hah I hah I la belle jaune girofl^e. 

Until J thought of your dear head, 
'Bow*d to the gilliflower bed. 
The yellow flowers stained with red; — 
Hah I hah ! la belle jaune girofl^e. 

Crash! bow the swords met, ''girofl^e 1 " 
The fierce tune in my helm would play, 
** La belle 1 la belle I jaune girofl^e I " 
Hahl hah I la belle jaune giroflee. 

Once more the great swords met again, 
" La belle ! la belle I " but who fell then 
"Le Sieur Guillaume, who struck down ten;- 
Hah I hah ! la belle jaune giroflee. 



And as vnib ma^id and tmamCdfacf, 
Toward mp own crown and ibe Qusm*s plaa, 
They led me at a gentle pad — 

Hah I hah! la belle jaune girofl^e. 

I almost sawyowr quiet bead 
'Bow'd o^er tbe gtViflower bed. 
The j^ellow flowers stait^d witb red — 
Hah! hah! la belle jaune girofl^e. 



SHAMEFUL DEATH. 



THEME were four ofm about that bed; 
Tbe mass-priest knelt at tbe side, 
I aud bis motber stood at tbe bead. 

Over bis feet lap tbe bride ; 
yfe were quite sure tbat be was dead, 
Tbougb bis eyes were open wide. 

He did not die in tbe mgbt, 

Hi did not die in tbe day, 
Bfi/ in tbe morning twiligbt 

His spirit pass* d awqy, 
Yfben neitber sun nor moon was hrigbt. 

And tbe trees were merely grey. 

"He was not slain witb tbe sword, 
YLmgbfs axe, or tbe hmgbtly spear. 

Yet spoke be never a word 
After be came in bere ; 

I cut awe^ tbe cord 
From tbe neck of n^ brotber dear. 

* 
H^ did not strike one blow. 

For tbe recreants came bebind, 
In a place wbere tbe bombeams grow, 

A patb right bard to find. 
For tbe borkbeam bougbs swing so, 

Tbat tbe twiligbt makes it blind. 



Tb^ UghUd a gr$ai torch ttm, 

Wbnt bis arms vurs pinioridfasl^ 
Sir John tbs km'gbt of tb$ Fm, 

Sir G^y of tbe Dolorous 'Blast, 
Witb kmgbts tbruscore and tsth 

Hung brave Lord Hugh at last, 

I am threescore and ten. 

And my hair is all tunid grey, ( 

Bm/ / met Sir John of tbe Fen I 

Loif ^ ago on a summer day, \ 

And am glad to think of tbe moment when ^ 

I took bis life aiVDay, ( 

And my strength is mostly passed, 
Bm/ long ago I and my men, ^ 

yiben tbe sky was overcast, \ 

And the smoke rolVd over tbe reeds of tbe fen, J 

Slew Gt^y of tbe Dolorous Blast. 



And now, kmgbts all of you, 
I pray you pray for Sir Hugh, 

A good knight and a true. 
And for ^lice, his wife, pray too. 
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THE EVE OF CRECY. 



GOLD an her bead, and gold an birfeett 
And gald wbire tbe bems afbir hirtU meet. 
And a golden girdle round my sweet ; — 
Ah I qa'elle est belle La Marguerite. 

iHargarefs maids are fair to see, 
Fresbly dress* d and pleasantlf ; 
Uargarefs bair falls down to ber knee;— 
Ah ! qu'eUe est belle La Maiguerite. 

1/ / were ricb I would kiss ber feet, 
I wouid kiss the place wbere tbe gold bems meet, 
And tbe golden girdle round my sweet — 
Ah 1 qu'elle est belle La Marguerite. 

Aib nu ! I bave never taucVd ber band; 
Vfben tbe arriere-ban goes tbrougb tbe land. 
Six basnets under my pennon stemd; — 
,Ah ! qu'eUe est belle La Marguerite. 

And many an one grins under bis boad: 
<< Sir Lambert de Bois, vritb all bis nun goad, 
Has neitberfood nor firewood ;** — 

Ah 1 qu'eUe est belle La Marguerite. 

4 

If I were ricb I would kiss ber feet, 
And tbe golden girdle of my sweet. 
And ibereabouts wbere tbe gold bems meet ; 
Ah 1 qu'elle est belle La Marguerite. 
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Y^ ivm now it is good to tUmk^ 
WbiU mjffew poor varlits gnmibU and drink 
hi n^ desolate hall, where the fires sink, — 
Ah 1 qu'elle est belle La Marguerite. 

0/ (Margaret sitting glorious there, 
hi glory of gold and glory of hair, 
Atid glory of glorious face most fair; — 
Ah 1 qu'dUe est belle La Marguerite. 

likewise to-night I make good cheer, 
Because ibis battle drawetb near : 
For what have I to lose or fear ? — 

Ah I qu'elle est belle La Marguerite. 

For, look you, my horse is good to prance 
A right fair measure in this war-dance, 
Before the eyes of Philip of France ;-^ 
Ah I qu*elle est belle La Biaiguerite. 

And sometime it may hap, per die, 

yfbile my new towers stand t^ three and three, 

And my ball gets painted fair to see — 

Ah I qu'elle est belle La Marguerite — 

That folks may say : " Times change, by the rood, 
T^or Lambert, banneret of the wood. 
Has heaps of food and firewood ; — 

Ah I qu'elle est bdle La Marguerite; — 

** And wonderful eyes, too, under the hood 
Of a damsel of right ncble blood: " 
St. heSffor Lambert of the wood! — 

Ah I qu'elle est belle La Marguerite. 



THE LITTLE TOWER. 



UP a$id away tbraugh the drifting rain I 
IM us ride to the LittU Tawir again, 



Vp and away from the council hoard! 
Do on tb$ baUberk, gird on tbi sword. 

Tbe king is blind witb gnashing bis Uetb, 
Cbange gilded scabbard to leatber sbeatb : 

Tbou^ our arms are wet witb tbe slanting rain, 
Tbis isf(^ to ride to my lave again: 

I laugb in bis face wben be bids mejneld; 
yfbo knows one field from tbe otber field, 

For tbe grey rain drivetb all astray ? — 

yfbicb way tbrougb tbe floods, good carle, I pray? 
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•' Tbe left side yet ! tbe Uft side yet I 
Tillyour bandstrikes on tbe bridge parapets 

** Yea so : tbe causeway boldetb good 
Under tbe water?" ** Hard as wood ; 



"BUgbt aw£fy to tbe inlands; speed, good kmgbt." 
Seven boursyet before tbe ligbt. 



Sbak^ ibe wet off on tb$ uplatid road; 
My tabard bos grown a beavy load, 

Wbat matter ? i^and down bill after bill; 
^eadgrep mgbt for five bours still. 

Tbe bilhrodd drqppetb lower again, 
l^ower, dawn to tbe poplar plain. 

"So furlong fartber for us to^gbt, 
Tbe Little Tower drawetb in sigbt; 

Tbey are ringing tbe bells, and tbe torcbes glare, 
Tberefare tbe roofs of wet slate stare. 

Tbere sbe stands, and ber yellow bair slantingly 
"Drifts tbe same way tbat tbe rain goes by. 

yfbo will befaitbful to us to-day, 

y^itb little but bard glaive-strokes for pay ? 

Tbe grim king fumes at tbe council-board 
" Tbree more days, and tben tbe sword; 

Tbree more days, and my sword tbrougb bis bead; 
And above bis wbite brows, pale and dead, 

A paper crown on tbe top of tbe spire ; 
And for ber tbe stake and tbe witcbes' fire.*' 

Therefore tbougb it he long ere day, 
Take axe and pick and spade, I pray. 
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Break ibe dami down all aoir the plain : 
God and us thru more dt^s such rain : 

"Block all tbi upland roads with trees; 
The Little Tower with no great ease 

Is won^ J warrant ; hid tbem bring 
Much sbeep and oxen, everything 

The spits are wont to turn with; wine 
And wheaten hread, that we may dine 

In plenty each day of the siege ; 

Qood friends,ye know me no hard liege; 

ULy la4y is right fair, see ye! 

Vrc^ God to keep you frank and free. 

Lave Jsaheau, keep goodly cheer ; 
The Little Tower will stand well here 

Many a year when we are dead. 
And over it our green and red, 
Barred with the Lady's golden head; 
From mere old age when we are dead. 



THE SAILING OF THE SWORD. 



ACROSS tb4 ^mptjf gardm-h^ds. 
When the Sword went out to sea, 
I scarcely saw my sister^ heads 

'Rawed each beside a tree. 
I could not see the castle leads. 
When the Sword went out to sea. 

* 

fdida ware a scarlet gown. 
When the Sword went out to sea, 

Bfi/ Ursula* s was russet hramt: 
^or the mist we cauld mat see 

The scarlet roofs of the good towth 
When the Swoid went out to sea. 

^een holly in AUda^s hand. 
When the Sword went out to sea; 

^ith sere oak-leaves did Ursula stand;' 
0\ yet alas for me I 

I M hut hear a peeVd white wand. 
When the Sword went out to sea. 

0, russet hrown and scarlet hri^. 
When the Sword went out to sea, 

Mf sisters wore; I wore hutuMe: 
Ra/, brown, and white, are three; 

'^hree damo^els; each had a knight. 
When the Swoid went out to sea. 



Sir Rcbiri sbaiUed loud, and said, 
When the Sword went out to sea, 

" AJida, wbiU I see tby bead, 
Vfbat shall I hrmgfor ibu ? " 

O, iiff swsl lord, a niby red: " 
The Sword went out to sea. 

Sir Mihs said, tobiU tb$ sails bung damn. 
When the Sword went out to sea, 

" Ob, Ursula ! while I see the town, 
Vfbat shall I bring for ibee ? " 

" "Dear kmgbt, bring hack a falcon brown : " 
The Sword went out to sea. 

But mjf T{oland, no word be said 
When the Sword went out to sea ; 

But only tuTfid awajf his bead, — 
A quick shriek came from me: 

Come back, dear lord, tojfour white moid; " — 
The Sword went out to sea. 

The hot sun bit the garden-beds. 

When the Sword came back from sea ; 

Beneath an apple-tree our beads 
Stretched out toward the sea; 

Grey gleamed the thirsty castle-leads, \ 

When the Sword came back from sea. 

"Lord Robert brought a ruby red. 
When the Sword came back from sea ; 

H/ hissed Alicia on the head: 
**lam come back to thee ; 

*Tis time, sweet love, that we were wed. 
Now the Sword is back from sea 1 " 
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Sir Mihs be bore a falcon brown. 

When the Sword came back from sea; 

His arms went round tall Ursula* s gown, — 
"Wbaijqy, O love, but tbee? 

IM us be wed in ibe good town. 

Now the Sword is back from sea I '' 

yiy heart grew sick, no more afraid. 
When the Sword came bade from sea; 

Upon tbe deck a tall wbite maid 
Sat on Lord Roland's knee; 

His cbin waspres^d itpon her bead. 
When the Sword came back from seal 



THE WIND. 



AH 1 no, no, it is nothing, surely nothing at all. 
Only the wild- going wind round hy the garden- 
wall, 
"For the dawn fust now is breaking, the wind beginning 
to/all. 

Wind, wind I thou art sad, art thou kind? 

Wind, wind, unhappy t thou art blind. 

Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find. 

So / will sit, and think and think of the days gone hy, 
"Never moving my chair for fear the dogs should cry. 
Making no noise at all while the flambeau bums awry. 

For my chair is heavy and carved, and with sweeping 

green behind 
1/ is hung, and the dragons thereon grin out in the gusts 

of the wind; 
On its folds an orange Ues, with a deep gash cut in the 

rind. 

Wind, wind I thou art sad, art thou kind ? 

Wind, wind, unhappy 1 thou art blind. 

Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find. 
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1/ / mane my chair ti wUl sarMm, mud th$ aremge wUl 

roll Old far ^ 
And th$ faint yellow foUi oo^e out Uh$ hloodfrom a 

wiiard*sfar; 
And the dogs will howl for thou who went last month 

to the war. 

Windy wind 1 thou art sad, art thou kind ? 

Wind, wind, unhappy t thou art blind, 

Yet still thou wanderest the lily-eeed to find. 

So / will sit and think of love that is over andpast, 
O I so long ago — jfes, I will he quiet at last : 
Vfhether I like it or not, a grim half-slumker is cast 

Over my worn old hrains, that touches the roots of my 

hearty 
And ahooe my half -shut eyes, the blue roof 'gins to part. 
And show the blue spring sky, till I am ready to start 

From out of the green-hung chair; hut somithing keeps 

«# still, 
And Jfatl in a dream that I walked with her on the side 

of a hill, 
"Dotted — for was it not spring? — with tufts of the 

daffodil. 

Wind, wind I thou art sad, art thou kind ? 

Wind, wind, unhappy ! thou art blind. 

Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find. 

And (Margaret as she walVd held a painted hook in her 

hand; 
Her finger kept the place; J caught her, we both did 

stand 
Face toface, on the top of the highest hill in the land 



Wind, wind I thou art sad, art thou kind ? 

Wind, wind, unhappy t thou art blind. 

Yet still thon wanderest the lily-seed to find. 

I b$ld to Ur Umg ban armst but she shuddir'daaqy 

from mi, 
WbiU ib$flusb wmt oui ofherfae$ as her head fill back 

on a tree. 
And a spasm caught her mouth, fsarfiU for mstosse; 

And still I held to her arms till her shoulder toucVd$ny 

mail, 
yfeeping she tottered forward, so glad that I should 

prevail. 
And her hair went over my robe, like a gold flag over 

a sail. 

Wind, wind t thou art sad, art thou kind ? 

Wind, wind, unhappy ! thou art blind. 

Yet still thou wanderest the lily-eeed to find. 

I kis^d her hard by the ear, and she kis^d me on the 

brow. 
And then lay down on the grass, where the mark on the 

moss is now. 
And spread her arms out wide while I went down below- 

• 

Wind, wind I thou art sad, art thou kind ? 

Wind, wind, unhappy I thou art blind, 

Yet still thou wanderest the lUy-^ed to find. 

And then I walked for a space to and fro on the side of 

the hill. 
Till J gather' d and held in my arms great sheaves of the 

daffodil. 
And when I came again my Margaret lay there still. 



I pUid tbem hi/^ mtd big^ aboo$ bn beavmg hnast^ 
Hew tbiy wir$ caugbt tmd b$ld m ber loou tmgirdu 

vest! 
'Bui cm bftuaib b&r arm iud% ba^ so to bg prist! 



Wind, wind, thou art sad, art thou kind ? 

Wind, wind, unhappy 1 thou art blind, 

Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find. 

Again I turt^d my back and wmt amqr/or an boar; 
Sbe said no word wben I cams agam^ so^flowir bfflowir^ 
I coimUd tb$ defiodils over, and cast tbem langiddiy 
lowrr. 

Wind, wind ! thou art sad, art thov kind ? 

Wind, wind, unhappy I thou art blind. 

Yet still thou wanderest the lOy-seed to find. 

VLy dry bands sbook and shock as tb$ gr$m gown sboc^d 

again^ 
Cleared from tbe yellow flowrrs^ and I grew bellow witb 

pain. 
And on to us botb tbere fell from tbe sun-sbower drops 

of rain. 

Wind, wind 1 thou art sad, art thou kind ? 

Wind, wind, unhappy ! thou art blind. 

Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find. 

Alasf alas/ tbere was blood on tbe very quiet breast ^ 
Blood lay in tbe many folds of tbe loose ungirded vest, 
^lood lay upon ber arm wbere tbe flower bad beenprest. 

I sbrieVd and leapt from my chair, and tbe orange rolPd 

out far, 
Tbe faint yellow juice oo^ed out like blood from a 

wi{ard*sjar; 
And tben in marcb d tbe ghosts of those that bad gone to 

the war. 
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I hmw ibim hy ih$ arms thai I was usidtopoAU 
Upon tMr Umg ibm shUlds ; but th$ colours w§r$ all 

grown f ami t 
Afid faint upon tbiir hamur was Olaf, king and saiul. 

Wind, wind ! thou art sad, art thou kind ? 

Wind, wind, unhappy ! thou art blind. 

Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find. 



THE BLUE CLOSET. 



The Damozels. 

LADY %Alic$t lady Lomse^ 
BihMen the wash ofth$ tumbling seas 
W/ are ready to sing, if so j^e please; 
So lay your long btmds on the keys; 

Sing, ** Laudate puexi" 

And ever the great bell overhead 
Boom'd in the wind a knell for the dead, 
Though no one toU'd it, a knell for the dead. 

Lady Louisb. 

Sister, let the measure swell 
No/ too laud; forjwu sing not well 
Ifjfou drown the faint boom of the bell; 

He is weary, so am /. 

And ever the chevron overhead 
Flapp'd on the banner of the dead ; 
( Was he asleep, or was he dead ? ) 

Lady Alice. 

Alice the Queen, and Louise the Queen, 
Two damozels wearing purple and green. 
Tour lone ladies dwelling here 
From day to day and year to year ; 
And there is none to let us go ; 
To break the locks of the doors below. 
Or shovel away the heaped-ttft snow ; 
And when we die no man will know 
That we are dead; but they give us leave. 
Once every year on Christmas-eve, 
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To sing in ibe Clossi Bins om song; 

And w$ should h$ so long, so long, 

If W4 dared, in singing; for dream on dream, 

T bey float on in a bap^ stream; 

Float from tbe gold strings, float from tbe keffs, 

Float from tbe open*d lips of Louise; 

"But, alas ! tbe sea-salt oo^es tbrougb 

Tbe ebinks of tbe tiles of the Closet 'Bine; 

And ever the great bell overhead 
Booms in the wind a knell for the dead, 
The wind plays on it a knell for the dead. 

[They sing all together.] 

How long ago was it, bow long ago. 

He came to tbis tower witb bafidsfull of snow ? 

** Yjuel down, O love Louise, kneel down,** be said. 
Am/ sprinkled tbe dusty snow ooer my bead. 

H# watcVd tbe snow melting, it ran tbrougb my bair, 
"Ran over my shoulders, white shoulders and bare. 

" I cannot weep for thee, poor love Louise, 

For my tears are all hidden deep under the seas ; 

**Ina gold and blue casket she keeps all my tears. 
But ntff eyes are no longer blue, as in old jf ears; 

** Yea, they grow grey with time, grow small and dry, 
I am so feeble now, would J might die,** 

And in truth the great bell overhead 
Left off his pealing for the dead. 
Perchance, because the wind was dead. 
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Wf// he come back again, or is be dead? 
0\ isbe sleeping, my scarf round bis bead? 

Or did tbey strangle bim as be lay tbere, 
yfHb Ibe long scarlet scarf I used to wear ? 

Only I pray tbee. Lord, let bim come here! 
Both bis soul and bis body to me are most dear. 

Bear Lord, tbat looes me, J wait to receive 
Either body or spirit this wild Christmas-eve. 

Through the floor shot up a lily red, 

With a patch of earth from the land of the dead, 

For he was strong in the land oi the dead. 

What matter that his cheeks were pale. 

His kind kiss*d lips all grey ? 
** O, love Louise, have you waited long?** 

" O, my lord Artbur,yea,** 

What if his hair thai brushed her cheek 

yfas stiff with frozen rime ? 
His eyes were grown quite blue again. 

As in the bt^py time, 

" O, love Louise, this is the key 

Of the happy golden land! 
O, sisters, cross the bridge with me, 

"hiy eyes are full of sand, 
What matter that I cannot see. 

If ye take me by the hand?" 

And ever the great bell overhead. 

And the tumbling seas moum'd for the dead; 

For their song ceased, and they were dead. 
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THE TUNE OF SEVEN TOWERS. 



No ow goes th$r$ now : 
For what is left to fetch away 
From the desolate battlements all arow. 
And the lead roof heavy and grey ? 
** Therefore," said fair Yoland of the flowers, 
** This is the tune of Seven Towers." 

No one walks there now; 

Except in the white moonlight 
The white ghosts walk in a row; 
If one could see it, an awful sight, — 
" Listen I " said fair Yoland of the flowers, 
** This is the tune of Seven Towers." 

But none can see them now. 

Though they sit by the side of the moat. 
Feet half in the water, there in a row, 
Long hair in the wind afioai, 
" Therefore," said fair Yoland of the flowers, 
" This is the tune of Seven Towers." 

If any will go to it now, 

Htf must go to it all alone. 
Its gates will not open to any row 
Of glittering spears — will you go alone ? 
'* listen 1 " said fair Yoland of the flowers, 
** This is the tune of Seven Towers." 
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Bf wgf 190$ go ihir$ now, 

Tofitcb mi nfr coifaw^, 
yijf eoif and nfr Jdrth, witb pearls arow, 
O/fwr, go Uhdqp! 
" Therefore," said fair Yoland of the flowen, 
''This is the tune of Seven Towers." 

I am unbappp now, 

I cannot Ullyou wfy; 
Ifjfou go, the priests and I in a row 
^illprajf that you may not die. 
" Usten f '' said fair Yoland of the flowers, 
"This is the tune of Seven Towers." 

If you mil go for me now, 
I will kiss your mouth at last; 
[ She sayeth inwardly.] 
( The graves stand grey in a row,) 
Oliver, bold me fast! 
** Therefore," said fair Yoland of the flowers, 
"This is the tune of Seven Towers." 
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GOLDEN WINGS. 



MIDWAYS of a wtUltd gardMy 
In the happy poplar land, 
THd an andeut castle standi 
With an old kmgbtfor a warden. 

Many scarlet bricks there were 
Iff its xtallst and old grey stone; 
Over which red apples sione 

At the right time of the jf ear. 

Off the bricks the green moss grew^ 
Yellow lichen on the stone. 
Over which red apples shone; 

Utile war that castle knew. 

"Deep green waUrfilVd the moat, 
Koch side had a red-brick lip. 
Green and mossy with the drip 

Of dew and ram; there was a boat 

Of carven wood, with hangings green 
About the stem; it was great bliss 
For hvers to sit there and kiss 

Iff the hot summer noons, not seen. 

Across the moat the fresh west wind 
Iff very little ripples went; 
The way the heavy aspens bent 

Towards it, was a thing to mind. 
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The pamUd drawbridge ooir it 
yfetU up and down with gilded cbaitts, 
^Twas pleasant in the smrnner rains 

\fitbin the bridge-house there to sit. 

There were five swans that nt^er did eat 
The water-weeds, for ladies came 
'Each day, and young knights did the same. 

And gave them cakes and bread for meat. 

They had a house of painted wood, 

A red roof gold-spiked ao$r it, 

yf herein upon their eggs to sit 
Vfeek after week; no drop of blood, 

"Drawn from metis bodies by sword-blows. 

Came ever there, or a*^ tear; 

Most certainly from year toyear 
'Twos pleasant as a Trovence rose. 

The banners sanid quite full of ease. 
That over the turret-^oofs hung dawn; 
The battlements could get no frown 

From the flower-moulded cornices, 

yfho walked in that garden there ? 

Miles and Giles and Isabeau, 

Talljebane du Castel beau, 
Alice of the golden hair, 

Big Sir Gervaiu, the good knight. 

Fair Ellayne U Violet, 

Mary, Constance fille defqy, 
Mat^ dames with footfall light. 
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WMbif it hi dami or kmgbtt 
lialf of scarUt, balfofwhiU 
Tbiir raimitft was; ofrousfair 

Each won a garkmd on the biod. 
As Ladii^ Gard tb$ wqy was so : 
¥airJibaH$ du CasUl h$au 

Wore bif wrtatb till it was dsad 

IMtU jojf she bad of it. 
Of the raiment white and red. 
Or the ga/rlamd on her bead. 

She bad none with whom to sit 

In the earven hoot at noon; 
None the more didjehane weep. 
She would only stand and keep 

Sqyingt ** He will he here soon.* 
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Mat^y times in the long dof 
Miles and Giles and Gervaise past. 
Holding each some white baetdfast, 

Evety time they beard her sqy: 

" Sunnner cometh to an end, 

Vndern cometh after noon; 

Golden wings wiU he here soon, 
What if I some token send?" 

Wherefore that night within the hall, 
With open mouth and open eyes, 
JJke some one kstening with surprise, 

She sat before the sight of alU 
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Stooped down a Httli shi sai tbirSf 

Wiib neck stnicVd out amd cbm tbrawm t^, 

0ns land aromuta golden cnp; 
And strangely with ber fingers /air 

She heat some tmu upon the gold; 
The minstrels in the gallery 
Sung: ** Arthur t who will never die^ 

In Avdllon he groweth old,^^ 

And when the song teas ended^ she 
'Rou and caught np her gown and ran; 
if one stopp'd her eager face and wan 

Of all that pleasant company. 

^ght so within her own chamber 
Vpon her bed she sat ; and drew 
H#r breath in quick gasps; till she knew 

That no man followed after her. 

She took the gof land from her bead, 
Loosed all ber hair, and let it He 
Upon the cover lit; thereby 

Sbe laid the gown of white and red; 

And she took off ber scarlet shoom 
And bared ber feet ; still more and more 
Her sweet face reddened; evermore 

Sbe murmur' d : ** He will be here soon ; 

**Tmly he cannot fail to know 

yfy tender bo^P waits him here; 

Knd if he knows, I have no fear 
'For poor Jehane du Castel beau," 
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Sb0 took a sword within hir batid, 
Wboss hiUs W9r$ sihir, and she sung, 
Somibaw like tbis^ wild words that rmtg 

A long wof owr th$ moonlit land: — 

Gold wings across the s$a ! 
Griff light from frse to tr$e. 
Gold bair hnids n^ hu$, 
I pra^ thu comi to me. 
Gold wings! 

The water slips. 
The redrbiird moorhen dips. 
Sweet kisses on red lips; 
Alas! the red rust grips. 
And the bloodied dagger rips, 
Yet, O knight, come tome! 

Are not my blue eyes sweet ? 
The west wind from the wheat 
Blows cold across my fret ; 
Is it not time to meet 
Gold wings across the sea ? 

yfhite swans on the green moat. 
Small foatbers left afioai 
By the blue-painted boat; 
Swift running of the stoat; 
Sweet gurglings note by note 
Of sweet music, 

O gold wings, 
Usten how gold hair sings. 
And the Ladies Castle rings. 
Gold wings across the sea. 



Isiiona purple bed. 

Outside f tbe wall is red^ 

Thereby tbe apple bangs, 

And tbe wasp, caugbt by tbe fangs , 



Dies in tbe autumn nigbt. 
And tbe bat flits till light, 
And tbe love-craned knigbt 

Kisses tbe long roet grass : 
Tbe weary dqyspass, — 
Gold wings across tbe sea ! 



Gold wings across tbe sea! 
Moonlight from tree to tree, 
Sweet hair laid on my knee, 
O, sweet knigbt, come to me. 



Gold wings, tbe short night slips, 
Tbe white swan's long neck drips, 
I prc^ thee, kiss my lips. 
Gold wings across tbe sea. 



No answer through tbe moonlit night; 

No answer in tbe cold grey dawn ; 

No answer when tbe shaven lawn 
Grew green, and all the roses bright, 

H^ tired feet looVd cold and thin, 
Ker lips were twitch* d, and wretched tears. 
Some, as she lay, rolfdpast her ears. 

Some fell from cff her quivering chin. 
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H#r long throat, stretcVd to its full Isngtb, 
Kou up and fill right hrokmly ; 
As though thi ukhapfgf hsart was fdgh 

Strivmg to hr$dk xoith all its strmgth. 

Ami whm she slippy dfiom off the bed, 
Her cramps dfe9t would not hold her; she 
SmiA down and crept on hand and hue. 

Off the xoindow-sill she laid her head. 

There, with crooked arm upon the sill. 
She looked out, muttering dismally : 
** There is no sail upon the sea, 

"So pennon on the emp^ hill, 

" I cannot ste^ here all alone. 
Or meet their happy faces here, 
A$id wretchedljf 1 have no fear; 

A little while, and I am gone.** 

Therewith she rou upon her feet. 
And totter' d; cold and misery 
Still made the deep sobs come, till she 

At last stretcVd out her fingers sweet. 

And caught the great sword in her band; 
And, stealing down the silent stair, 
Barefooted in the morning air. 

And onfy in her smock, did stand 

Upright i4>on the green lawn grass; 
And hope grew in her as she said: 
" I have thrown off the white and red, 

Andprt^ God it mqy come to pass 
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" I miti him; if Umy$mn go hp 
^fof$ I mtii him ; if^ imdud^ 
yUatmhiUhoibsomlamdho^hlMd, 

Yii ib$ri is §Hd ofmismjt 



'* And I hao0 hop0. Hsamldwoi 
Bui I cam go to him mid show 
These new things J hm» got to 

And mate him speak, who has heem 
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OJehanef the red morning 
Changed her white feet to glowing gold, 
\Jpon her smock, on creau andfotd, 

Changed thai to gold which had keen 

{Miles, and Giles, andlsahenn, 
Yair Ellajme le l^iolei, 
yLany, Constance fiUe defofl 

Vlhere isjehane dn Castel hean? 

big Gervaiu ride apace! 
'Down to the hardjeUow sand, 
yfhere the water meets the land. 

This isjehane by her face; 

Vfhy has she a broken swords 

MMyf f she is slain ontright ; 

Verily a piteous sight; 
Take her i^ without a word! 
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Giles and tMiles and Gervaise there, ; 

l^uKes* Gard must meet the war ; * 

^Whatsoever knights these are, ' 

Moff the walls withoutenfeart 
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kxis to ibe i^U-trses, 

Axis to the aspMs tall ! 

'Barriers witbaut tb$ wall 
May be ligbtly mads oftbsse, 

O poor sbhmng Isabeau; 
Toor EUcym U Violet, 
Bent vritbfear / we miss to-dof 

Brave Jebane du Castel beau. 

O poor Marj^t weeping so! 

Wretcbed Constance fille defay! 

Verily we miss to-d^ 
Fair Jebane du Castel beau, 

Tbe apples now grow green and sour 
Upon tbe mouldering eastle-wallf 
Be/ore tbey ripen tbere tbeyfall: 

Tbere are no banners on tbe tower. 

Tbe draggled swans most eagerly eat 
Tbe green weeds trailing in tbe moat ; 
Inside tbe rotting leaJ^ boat 

You ue a slain marCs stiff etC d feet. 
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THE HAYSTACK IN THE FLOODS. 



HAD sb^ come all the way for this. 
To part at last vntbout a kdss^ 
Yeat ^^ sb$ boms tbe dirt and rain 
Tbat ber own eyes migbt see bim slain 
'Beside tbe bqystack in tbe floods ? 

Klong tbe dripping leafless woods, 

Tbe stirn4> touebing eitber sboe, 

Sbe rode astride as troopers do; 

Witb kirtU kilted to ber knee. 

To wbicb tbe mud splasVd wretcbedly ; 

And tbe wet dripp dfrom every tree 

Upon ber bead and beavyr bair, 

And on ber eyelids broad and fair ; 

Tbe tears and rain ran down ber face. 

By fits and starts tbey rode apace. 

And very often was bis place 

Far off from ber ; be bad to ride 

Abead, to see wbat migbt betide 

Vfben tbe roads crossed; and sometimes, wben 

There rose a nmrmuring from bis men, 

Had to turn back witb promises ; 

Ab me ! sbe bad hut little ease ; 

And often for pure doubt and dread 

^he sobVd, made giddy in tbe bead 

By tbe swift riding; wbile,for cold, 

lier slender fingers scarce could bold 

The wet reins ; yea, and scarcely, too. 

She felt tbe foot witbin ber shoe 

Against tbe stirrup: all for this. 

To part at last without a kiss 

Beside tbe haystack in tbe floods. 
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For xobiH ihijf n$M^d ibat old soaked bof, 
Thif saw across the omijf wag^ 
Tbatjtidas, Godmar, and the three 
Ked rumdng Uons dtsmalfff 
Orimidfrom his pitmen^ rnidir which 
Iff one straight line along the ditch, 
Th^f connted thirtj^ heads. 

So then, 
While Robert hmfd round to his nun. 
She saw at once the wretched end. 
And, stooping down, tried hard to rend 
"Rer coif the wrong way from her head. 
And bid her e^es ; while Robert said : 
** Najf, looe, *tis scarcely two to one, 
At Poictiers where we made them run 
So fast — wb^, sweet nfr Uyoe, good cheer. 
The Gascon frontier is so near, 
bought after this: 
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Bn/, « O," she said, 
" ^y God! ifsf God! Ibaoe to tread 
The long way bach witboutyou; then 
The court at Taris; those six men; 
The gratings of the Cbatelet ; 
The swift Seine on some rainp dajr 
take this, and people standing by. 
And laughing, while my weak bands try 
To recollect how strong men swim. 
All this, or else a life with bim. 
For which 1 should be damned at last. 
Would God that this next hour were past ! " 

He answered not, but cried bis cry, 
" St. George for Mart^!'' cheerily; 
And laid bis band upon her rein. 
Alas ! no man of all bis train 
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Gtfcv back tM dneiy cry again; 
And, while for rags his thumb beat fast 
Upon his sward-hilt t soms one cast 
About his neck a kerchief long. 
And bound him. 

Then thef went along 
To Godmar; who said: ** Nowjehane, 
Your lover's Ufe is on the wane 
So fast, that, if this very hour 
You yield not as n^ paramour, 
H^ will not see the rain leave off — 
Ntf^, keep your tongue from gibe and scoff, 
Sir 7{obert, or 1 sl^you now** 

She laid her hand t^on her brow. 

Then ga^ed upon the palm, as though 

She thought her forehead bled, and--''* No.** 

She said, and tum*d her head awqj^. 

As there were nothing elu to say. 

And everything were settled : red 

Grew Godmar* s face from chin to bead: 

** Jehane, on yonder hill there stands 

Mf castle, guarding well my lands : 

Vlhat hinders me from tMngyou, 

And doing that Hist to do 

To your fair wilful bo&jf, while 

Your knight lies dead?** 

A wicked smile 
Ylrinkled her face, her lips grew thin, 
A long way out she thrust her chin : 
** You know that I should strangle you 
While you were sleeping; or bite through 
Your throat, by God*s help—ah!** she said, 
" l^d Jesus, pity your poor maid I 
For in such wise they hem me in, 
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I camioi choou hut sm tmd m, 
WbaUvir bappms : jfsi I ibmk 
Tb0f could not mais nu sat or drmk. 
And so should I just nach my rsst,** 
" N^, if you donotmf hehist, 
OJsbam! though 1 laa you well** 
Said Godmar, " would I fail to Ml 
AU that I know," "^ Foul Ues!' sh$ said. 
"Eib? Uismyjiham? hy God's head, 
At Paris folks would dam thim true ! 
T>oyou 1mow,Jeban$, th^ cry for you, 
* Jeham the hrown ! Jihane the hrown / 
Give usjehane to hum or drown ! ' — 
Y.h — gag me, Robert ! — sweet my friend, 
This were indeed a piteous end 
For those long fingers, and long feet. 
And long neck, and smooth shoulders sweet ; 
An end that few men would for get 
That saw it — So, an hour yet : 
Consider, Jehane, which to take 
Of life or death r* 

So, scarce awake, 
THsmounting, did she leave that place. 
And totter some yards : with her face 
Turned upward to the sky she lay, 
Ker head on a wet heap of hay. 
And fell asleep : and while she slept. 
And did not dream, the minutes crept 
Round to the twelve again ; hut she. 
Being waked at last, sigVd quietly. 
And strangely childlike came, and said: 
" I will not:' Straightway Godmar's head. 
As though it hung on strong wires, tum'd 
Most sharply round, and his face hurn'd. 

For Robert — both his eyes were dry, 
H# could not weep, hut gloomily 
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H# utnid to watcb th$ rain ; yta^ too, 
His lips were firm ; he trisd ona more 
To Umch hmr lips ; she nacVd out, sore 
And vain desire so tortured tbem^ 
The poor grey lips, and now the hem 
Of bis sleeve brush* d them. 

With a start 
Up Godmar rose, thrust them apart; 
¥rom Robertas throat be loosed the bands 
Of silk and mail; with empty bands 
Held out, she stood and ga^ed, and saw, 
The long bright blade without a flaw 
Glide out from Godmar* s sheath, his hand 
In Robert's hair; she saw him bend 
Back Robert* s head; she saw him send 
The thin steel down ; the blow told well, 
Right backward the knight Robert fell. 
And moan*d as dogs do, being half dead, 
Unwitting, as I deem : so then 
Godmar tum*d grinning to his men, 
Vfho ran, some five or six, and beat 
His head to pieces at their feet. 

Then Godmar turn*d again and said: 
" So, yehane, the first fitte is read! 
Take note, my lady, that your way 
Lies backward to the Cbatelet!** 
She shook her head and ga^ed awhile 
At her cold bands with a rueful smile, 
As though this thing had made her mad. 

This was the parting that they had 
Beside the haystack in the floods. 
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SIR GILES' WAR-SONG. 



H 



o I ]» there any will ride with me, 
Sir Giles, le bon des barri^res ? 



Tbi dink of arms is good to bMr, 
The flap of piunons fair to see; 

Ho I is there any will ride with me, 
^ Sir Giles, le bon des barri^res ? 

The leopards and UUes are fair to see, 
** St, George Guienne ** right good to bear : 
Ho I is there any will ride with me. 
Sir GUes, le bon des barri^res? 

I stood fy the harrier, 
Mjf coat being blazon* d fair to see; 
Ho I is there any wUl ride with me, 
Sir Giles, le bon des barri^res ? 

Clissonput out bis bead to see, 
And lifted bis basnet up to hear; 
I pidFd bim through the bars to mb. 
Sir Giles, le bon des barri^res. 
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SUMMER DAWN. 



PRAY but one prqjferfor m$ 'iwtxt ihf chsid lips. 
Think ha one thought of me up in the stars. 
Tbe summer night wanetb, the morning light slips, 

Yaint and grey *twixt the leaves of the aspen, betwixt 
the cloudrbarsy 
That are patient Ijf waiting there for the dawn: 

Patient and colourless, though Heaven's gold 
Wai/5 to float through them along with the sun. 
"Par out in the meadows, above the young com. 

The heavy elms wait, and restless and cold 
The uneasy wind rises; the roses are dun; 
Through the long twilight they pray for the dawn 
^jound the lone house in the midst of the corn. 

Speak but one word to me over the com. 

Over the tender, bow*d locks of the corn. 
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IN PRISON. 



Half the iU^ hug, 
Vl^ the gnat hatmirs 
High ovtr tb$ sUms; 
Strangely and urily 
Sounds tbi wuuTs saug. 
Bending ibe hanmr-poUs, 

WhiU, all aloui, 

yfaUhmg ths loopholes spark, 

U$ I, with life all dark, 

Teet tetber'd, bands fetter' d 

Vast to the stoue. 

The grim walls, square lettered 

"Witb prisof^d mm's groan. 

Still strain tbe hanuer-poles 
Tbrougb tbe wiud^s song. 
Westward tbe hanrnr rolls 
Over iftf wrong. 
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TWO SONGS 

From 

The Life and Death of Jason. 

I. 

^^ /^ BITTER SMt tumulUlCms SM, 

vy Yull moffptm ill is wrought b^ this!- 
Vnto the wasters of the hmd 
ThoH holdest out thr wrinkled baud; 
Asid when thejf leave the conquered towUf 
^bose black smoke makes tbf surges browu, 
Dfiwtt betwixt thee and the suu, 
As the long d^ o/bloodis done, 
from mae^ a league of glittering waves 
Thou smilest on them a$id their slaves. 

** The thin bright-ejfed Pbcemdan 
Thou drawest to tbf waters wan, 
^itb ruddy eve and golden mom 
Tbou tensest him, until, forlorn, 
Vnburied, under alien skies 
Cast t4> ashore his bo4F ^'* 

" Ym, whoso sees thee from his door, 
ytust ever long for more and more ; 
^or will the beecben bowl suffice. 
Or bome^un robe of little price, 
Or hood well-woven of the fleece 
Mndyedy or umpiced wine of Greece; 
So sore bis heart is set i^on 
Vurple, and gold, and cinnamon ; 
For as thou cravest, so be craves, 
Until be rolls beneath tbf waves. 
'Sor in some landlocked, unknown b^. 
Can satiate thee for one d^. 
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" Nov, ihmrefmre, O tbou biU^r s$a, 
y^itb no long words w$ prt^ to tkii, 
Bu/ ask thu, bast tbou/sit hs/ors 
Sncb strokes of tbs long asbm oar ? 
And hast tboujfst s$m sttcb a prow 
Tkr rich asid niggard waters plough ? 

" Norjfitt O sea, shaU thou he cursed, 
1/ at thf hands we gam the worst, 
And, wrapt in water, roll ahoui 
Blind^eyed, unheeding song or shout, 
Viithin thine eddies far from shore, 
Vf armed hf no sunlight ar^ more, 

** There/ore, indeed, we/ofin thee, 
Andpraiu thf greatness, and will we 
Take at thf hands hoth good and ill, 
Yea, what thou wilt, asulpraiu thee still, 
'Eaiduring not to sit at home. 
And wait until the last dajfs come, 
Vihen we no more mqy care to hold 
Vfhite bosoms under crowns of gold. 
And our dulled hearts no longer are 
Stirred h^ the clangorous ftoise of war. 
And hope within our souls is dead. 
And no joy is remembered, 

**So,if thou hast a mind to slay, 
Fairpri^e thou hast of us to-^Uty; 
And if thou hast a mind to save. 
Great praise and honour shall thou have ; 
But whatso thou wilt do with us. 
Our end shall not he piteous, 
Because our memories shall live 
^ hen folk for git the we^ to drive 
The hiack keel throng the heaped^ ua. 
And half dried up thy waters be,** 
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. n. 

^ ^ T KNOW a littU gardm ciau 

i S^ tbick vdth Uljp and r$d rou, 
^heri I would wander if I ndgbt 
from dewy dawn to dewy mgbt. 
And baoe one with me wandering, 

" And though within it no hirds sing. 
And though no pillared house is there , 
And though the t^ple houghs ars hare 
Of fruit and blossom, would to God, 
lUrfeet upon the green grass trod. 
And I beheld them as before. 

" There comes a mummrfrom the shore, 
And in the place two fair streams are, 
^awnfrom the purple bills afar, 
^awn down unto the restless sea; 
The bills whose flowers nier fed the bee, 
T^ shore no ship has ever seen. 
Still beaten by the billows green, 
^bose murmur comes unceasingljp 
Uff/o the place for which I cry, 

** For which I cry both da^ and night, 
for which I let slip all delight, 
"^bat maketh me both deaf and bUnd, 
Careless to win, unskilled to find, 
And quick to lose what all men seek. 

" Yet tottering as I am, and weak, 
Still have lUfta little breath 
To seek within the jaws of death 
An entrance to that happy place. 
To seek the unfor gotten face 
Once seen, once kissed, once reft from me 
Anigh the murmuring of the sea'* 
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FIVE LYRICS 

From 

The Earthly Paradise. 

I. 

Hmc, 

IN tbe wbiU-flawered hawtborn hraki, 
"Lovit he mitryfor my sake; 
Twim tb$ blossoms in my bair, 
Ksss m$ vfbire I am most fair — 
Kiss ms, love! for wbo knowetb 
y/bai tbing comeib after deatb ? 

Ille. 

N^, tbe garlanded gold bair 
Hides tbee wbere tbou art most fair ; 
Hides tbe rose-tinged bills of snow — 
A^, sweet love, 1 bave tbee now ! 
Kiss me, love ! for wbo knowetb 
VI bat tbing cometb after deatb? 

Hmc, 

Sball we weep for a dead-day , 
Or set Sorrow in our way ? 
Hidden by my golden bair, 
Vfilt tbou weep that sweet days wear ? 
Kiss me, love! for wbo knowetb 
Vfbat tbing cometb after deatb ? 

Ille. 

Vfeep, O Love, tbe days tbatflit. 
Now, wbile I can feel tby breatb; 

Then mqy I remember it 
Sad and old, and near my deatb. 

Kiss me, love ! for wbo knowetb 

Vfbat tbing cometb after deatb ? 
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II. 

OUTLANDSRS, wkittCi COmSJ^S Ust ? 
The snow m the street and the wind on the 
door. 

Tbrongb wbai grnm seas and great havij^ past ? 
Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

"From far aw^^, O masters mme. 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 
W/ come to bear ton goodly vnne, 

Mmstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

from far away we come toyom^ 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 
To tell of great tidings strange and trtse. 

Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

N#05, news of tbe Trim^, 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 
Aitt/ Mary and Josepb from over tbe sea! 

Minstrds and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

For as we wandered far and wide. 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 
^bat bap do ye deem tbere sbould us betide! 

Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

Under a bent wben tbe nigbt was deep, 
! The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 

'^bere lay tbree sbepberds tending tbeir sbeep. 
I Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

** Oye sbepberds, wbat baoeye seen. 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 
To slay your sorrow, and beat your teen?" 

Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 
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"In am ax-siaU ibis mfit im m»» 

The mow in the street and the wind on the door. 
A habi and a maid witbaid a flaw. 

Minttrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

** Thiff was am old mam ihirs hssids^ 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 
His bait was wbiU amd bis bood was wide. 

Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

" Amd as w§ ga^sd ibis ibing i^^on. 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 
Tboss twain knelt down to tb$ LittU One, 

Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

" Asid a marvellous song we straigbt did bear. 
The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 

Tbat slew our sorrow and bealed our care,*' 
Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

'Sews of a fair and a marvellous tbing. 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door, 
Sowellt mowell, nowellf we sing! 

Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 
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III. 



FAIR is th$ mgbt and fair ib$ dqjf, 
Now April is for got of Mqj^^ 
Vow into JtmstMqff falls amajy; 
Tair daf,fair mgbt, O giw m$ hack 
The iidt thai all fair things did lack 
Exeipt my low, $xccpt mjf sw$ct! 



'Blow hack, O wind! thon art not kind. 
Though than art swat ; thou hast no mind 
H^ hair about my swut to wind; 
Oflowify sward, thon^ thou art bright, 
I praise tb$e not for tbf dsli^, 
Thon hast not kissed her silvirfict. 

Thon know^st her not, O rustling tru, 
yfhat dost thon then to shadow me^ 
Whose shade her breast did never see? 
O flowers, in vain ye bow adown! 
Ye have not felt her odorous gown 
Brush past your heads my Ups to meet. 



Ylow on, great river — thou mqpst deem 
That far aimay, a summer stream. 
Thou sawest her limbs amidst thee gleam, 
And kissed her foot, and kissed her knee. 
Yet get thee swift unto the sea / 
Yfith nought of true thou wilt me greet 



And thou that men call bf my name, 
O helpless one, bast thou no shame 
That thou must even look the same. 
As while agone, as while agone, 
'When thou and she were left alone. 
And bands, and lips, and tears did meet ? 
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Grow wsak aindpim^ U$ icnm to 
O ho4F M thf tms^iy, 
Bicamu shortUtfu and swui go0s bf ; 
OfooUsh h$artt bow WMk tbtm art ! 
^$akj hr$dhf h$caus$ thou nuds nmstpart 
From thim owm Une^from Hmu owh sw^iif 



IV. 

OTHou who drawisi mgb across th4 ua, 
O heart that sukist Lave perpftuaJt^f 

Nor know'st bis natM, corns now at last tome! 



Come, thirst of love thy lips too long have borne. 
Hunger of love thy heart hath long outworn, 
Speech hadst thou hut to call thyself forlorn. 



The sseker finds nowt the parched lips are led 
To sweet full streams, the hungry heart is fed. 
And song springs up from moans of sorrow dead. 



Draw nigh, draw nigh, and tell me all thy tale ; 
Iff words grown sweet since all the woe doth fail, 
Show me wherewith (hou didst thy woe bewail. 



"Draw nigh, draw nigh, beloved! think of these 
That stand around as wellr^wrought images, 
Earless and eyeless as these trembling trees. 



I think the sky calls living none hut three : 
The God that looketb thence and thee and me ; 
And He made tts, hut we made Love to be. 



Think not of time, then, for thou shall not die 
Hov soon soever shall the world go by. 
And nought he left but God and thou and /. 



Andjfet, O love, why makest thou delay ? 
life comes not till thou contest, and the day 
That knows no end may yet be cast awqy. 



V. 

BBFOis offf /AfF cam cm sartb 
Unli tUre was of joy of ndrih ; 
Khoui the bonhrs of the sea 
The ua-folk wMuUred beaoily ; 
Ahoid the wintry river side 
The wea/ry fishers would abide. 

Alone within the weamng-room 
The girls would sit be/ore the loom. 
And sing no song, andplqy no play; 
Alone from dawn to hot nddrday, 
Yrom mid-day unto evening. 

The men afield would work, nor sing, 
*yUd weary thoughts of man and God, 
Be/ore thy feet the wet ways trod. 

Vnkissed the merchant bore his care^ 
Vnkisud the knights went out to war, 
Vnkissed the mariner came home, 
Vnkisud the minstrel men did roam. 

Or in the stream the maids would stare. 
Nor know why they were made so/air; 
Their yellow locks, their bosoms wbiU, 
Their limbs well wrought for all delight. 
Seemed foolish things that waited death, 
As hopeless as the flowers beneath 
The weariness of unkissedfeet : 
No life was bitter then, or sweet. 

Therefore, O Venus, weU may we 
Vraise the green ridges of the sea 
O'er which, upon a happy day. 
Thou cam* St to take our shame away. 
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WW/ majf weprais$ tb$ curdling foam 
kmidst the which thyfe$t did hkxm. 
Flowers of the gods; the yellow sand 
They hissed aiwixt the sea and land; 
The hee-heset ripe-seeded grass, 
Through which thy fine limbs first did pass; 
The purple-dusted butterfly, 
First blown against thy quivering thigh; 
The first red rose that touched tky side, 
knd over-blown and fainting died; 
The flickering of the orange shade, 
Where first in sleep thy limbs were laid; 
The happy days sweet life and death, 
Whose air first caught thy balmy breath — 
Yea, all these things wellpraiud may be. 
But with what words shall we praise thee — 
O l^enus, O thou love alive. 
Bom to give peace to souls that strive ? 



Izzv 



THE TWO SIDES OF THE RIVER. 



The Youths. 



o 



WINTER, O wbiU winteft wirt thou gpn$ 

No mof$ wiibm tbi wilds were I alotu 

with heal bow aver stock and stone f 



No more alone m^ love the lan^ should bum, 
Vfatchmg the weary spindle twist and turn. 
Or o*er the web, hold back her tears and yearn : 
O winter, O white winter, wert thou gone! 
The Maidens. 

Sweeet thoughts fly swift Her than the drifting snow. 
And with the twisting threads sweet longings grow, 
And o*er the web sweet pictures come and go, 
for no white winter are we long alone. 

The Youths. 

O stream so changed, what hast thou done to me. 
That I thy glittering ford no more can see 
'Wreathing with white her fair feet lovingly? 

See, in the rain she stands, and, looking down 
With frightened eyes upon thy whirlpools brown, 
T>rops to her feet again her girded gown, 
O hurrying turbid stream, what bast thou done ? 

The Maidens. 

T^^ clouds lift, telling of a happier day 

When through the thin stream I shall take my way. 

Girt round with gold, and garlanded with may, 

What rushing stream can keep us long alone ? 

The Youths. 

O burning Sun, O master of unrest, 
Why must we, toiling, cast away the best, 
'Sow, when the bird sleeps by her empty nest ? 

S^^, with my garland lying at her feet, 
hi lonely labour stands mine own, my sweet. 



Izzvi 



AftoM the qaem balf-filUd with balf-gronmd vh$at, 
O r$d taskmaster, that thy flames were dom! 

The Maidens. 

O lave, Umuj^ across the hal/'sham plain 
Stall I not go to meet thejfellow wain, 
A look of love at end of toil to gain? 
What flaming smi can keep ns long alone ? 

The Youths. 

To-morrow, said J, is grape gathering o*er; 
To-morrow, and our loves are twinned no more. 
To-morrow came, to bring us woe and war. 

y^hai have J done, that I should stand with these 
'hearkening the dread shouts home upon the breeze, 
y^hile she, far cff, sits weeping 'neath her trees ? 
AJas, O kings, what is itjre have done ? 

The Maidens. 

Come, love, delay not ; come, and slay n^ dread! 

Alrea4y is the banquet table spread; 

In the cool chamber flower-strewn is my bed: 

Come, love, what king shall keep us long alone ? 

The Youths. 

O dtjf, city, open thou thy gate! 

See, with life snatched from out the hand of fate ! 

How on thy glittering triumph I must wait ! 

Are not her hands stretched out tome? Her ityes. 
Grow they not weary as each new hope dies. 
And lone before her still the long road Ues ? 
O golden city, f am would I be gone! 

The Maidens. 

And thou art happy, amid shouts and songs. 
And all that unto conquering men belongs, 
Wght hath no fear for me, and day no wrongs, 
yfbat brazen city gates can keep us, lone? 

The Youths. 

O long, long road, how bare thou art, and griy! 
Hill after hill thou climbest, and the day 
Is ended now, O moonlit endless wqy! 
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And sbi is standing wbirs ib$ rushss grow. 
And sHU with wbiU band shades bsr anxious brow, 
Tbongb 'nsatb tbs world tbs snn is fallen now, 
O dfiarjf road, wbm will tby Isagttss be done ? 

The Maidens. 

O tremblesl tbon, grejf road, or do my feet 
Tremble wiibjc^ff, tby flinty face to meet? 
Because mf lovers ^es soon mine eyes sball greet ? 
No beart tbon bast to keep us long alone. 

The Youdis. 

O wilt tbon ne*er depart, tbou beavy nigbt ? 
'Wben will tby slaying bring on tbe morning brigbt, 
Tbat leads my weary feet to my deligbt ? 

Wi^ lingerest tbou, filling witb wandering fears 
Mf lone looe*s tired beart; ber eyes witb tears 
For tbougbts like sorrow for tbe vanisbed years ? 
Vfeaver of ill tbougbts, wben wilt tbou be gone ? 

The Maidens. 

hove, to tbe east are tbine eyes turned as mine. 
Inpatient watcbingfor tbe nigbfs decline ? 
And bast tbou noted tbis grey widening line ? 
Can at^ darkness keep us long alone ? 

The Youths. 

day, O day, is it a little tbing 

Tbat tbou so long unto tby life must cUng, 
"Because I gave tbee sucb a welcoming? 

1 called tbee king of all felicity, 

I praised tbee tbat tbou brougbtest joy so nigb ; 
Tbine bours are turned to years, tbou wilt not die; 
O day so longed for, would tbat tbou wert gone ! 

The Maidens. 

Tbe ligbt fails, love; tbe long dqy soon sball be 
"Nou^ hit a pensive bappy memory 
Blessed for tbe tales it told to tbee and me. 
Hour bard it was, O love, to be alone, ' 
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ON THE EDGE OF THE WILDERNESS. 



Puellae. 

WHENCE comsst thou, and whitber gotst tbou ? 
Abide! Md$! longer the shadows grow; 
^bat hqpest ibou the dark to tbee will show ? 
Abide/ abide! for we are bappy bere* 

Amans. 

Wi^ should I name the land across the sea 

therein I first took hold on misety ? 

Wi^ ^Inmld I name the land that flees from me ? 

Ut me depart, since j^e are happy hire, 

PueUae. 

^baH wilt thoH do within the desert plaa 
'thereto thou tumest now thy careful face ? 
Staff but a while to tell us of thy case. 
Abide! abide! for we are haply ^'« 

Amans. 

WAa/, nigh the /ourne/s end shall I abide, 
yfben in the waste mine own looe wanders wide, 
yf ben from all men for me she still doth hide ? 
l£t me depart, since ye are happy here, 

PaeU«. 

Nof, nmy; but rather she forgettcth thee. 

To sit upon the shore of some warm sea. 

Or in green gardens where sweet fountains be. 

Abide! abide! for we are happy here. 



Amans. 

Willye tbm k$ip nufrcm the wilderness, 

yibere I a$ least, alone with my distress. 

The qmei land of changing dreams nu^ bless ? 

IM me depart, sincere are happy here. 

Puellae. 

Torget the falu for getter and be wiu, 

And *mid these clinging hands and loving eyes. 

Dream, not in vain, thon knowest paradiu. 

Abide! abide! for we are h<^py here, 

Amans. 

Ah! with your sweet ^es shorten not the day, 
Nor letjfonr gentle hands myjonmey stay! 
Vercbance love is not wholly cast aw^, 
het me depart, since ye are h^^py here, 

Puell«. 

Vluck love away as thon wonldst phtcit a thorn 

From out thy flesh; for why shouldst thou be born 

To bear a life so wasted and forlorn ? 

Abide! abide! for we are happy here. 

Amans. 

Yea, why then was J bom, since hope is pain. 
And life a lingering death, and faith but vain. 
And love the loss of all I seemed to gain ? 
Let me depart, since ye are hc^py here. 

Puellae. 

Dost thou believe that this shall ever be. 
That in our land no face thou #'#r shalt ue. 
No voice thou e'er shalt hear to gladden thee ? 
Abide! abide! for we are happy here. 



Amans. 

^oloHfir do I htow of good or had^ 
I hneforgottm ibat I ones was glad; 
I do but cbasg a droam ibat i bait bad. 
Ut m$ dspart^ smc$y9 are bap^ bore. 

I Paellae. 

\ ^! toko OHO imago for tbf droamfid mgbt; 
ComOf look at bor, wbo m ibo world* s do^ito 
^upsfor dolayimg Uno aad lost doUgbt. 
Kinds! abidot for wo aro bt^^ boro. 

I 

' Amans. 

Uock mo not till UMHorrow, Mock ibo doad, 
Tbejf will not bood itf or trnn romtd Oo boad. 
To noto wbofaitbloss aro, and wbo aro wod. 
Ut mo depart, since jfo aro bo^pf bore. 

Puells. 

^e mock tbee not. Hast tbon not board of iboso 
^boso faitbful love tbo loved beart bolds so close, 
that doatb must wait till one word lots it loouf 
hbidol abide! for wo aro be^pf bore. 

Amans. 

I bearjHm not : tbo wind from <fi tbo waste 
%igbs like a song ibat bids mo make good baste 
Tbe wave of sweet forgotfiUnoss to taste. 
Ut mo depart, snicojfo are bappf bore. 

PaeUae. 

Come back! like sucb a. singer is tbo wind, 
hs to a sad tune sings fair words andkind, 
Tbat bo witb bappy tears all eyes may blind! 
hbido! abide! for we are bappy bore. 



Amans. 

Didlnoi h$4ur Jur sm§ti voic$ aryfrcmfofr^ 
That o'ir the lomfff wtuU fair fUlds ibire are. 
Fair dt^ys that know not at^ ctange or care ? 
Let me depart, since j^e are he^pf here. 

Puellae. 

O^, no! not far than beardest ber, hut nigh; 

'Sigh, *twixt the wastes edge and the darhUng ji|r. 

Turn hack again, too soon it is to die. 

Abide! a little while he hap^ here. 

Amans. 

How with the lapse of lone years eoaid I strive. 
And can I die now that thon biddest lioe ? 
What/qff this space *twixt birth and death can give. 
Can we depart who are so happy here ? 



Loodi 



THE GOD OF THE POOR. 



THE&B was a lard that bigbt iMalUU^ 
Among gr$at lords b$ was right grtatt 
On poor folk trod be Itlu tbi dirt, 
Noftf hut God might do him hurt. 
Dens est Deus pauperum. 

Wf/ib a grac$ ofprayirs sung lond and lots 
Moiiy a widow's bouse bt ate; 
Maf(y a poor knight at his bands 
host his bouse and narrow lands, 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 

H/ burnt the harvests many a time, 
H# made fair houses heaps of lime; 
yfbatso man looed wife or maid 
0/ EviP-head was sore afraid, 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 

H^ slew good men and spared the had; 
Too long a de^ the foul dog bad, 
£*M as all dogs will have their dtny; 
B«/ God is as strong as man, I say, 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 

For a valiant knight, men called Boncamr, 
Bad hope he should not long endure, 
And gathered to him much good folk, 
Har4F hearts to break thej^oke. 
Dens est Deus pauperum. 
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But Bancottw desmed it would hi vain 
To strivi bis guarded housi to gain; 
Thireforet within a littl$ wbiU, 
Kg S4t bimulfto work hy guili. 
Deus est Deus pauperam. 

Hi knew that (Maltete loved right well 
Red gold and heavf. If from hell 
The Devil bad cried, " Take this gold a^i 
'Down bad be gone to fitch it up. 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 

« 

Twenty poor men*s lives were nought 
To bim, beside a ring well wrought. 
The pommel of bis bunting-knife 
yfas worth ten times a poor man*s life. 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 

A squire new-come from over-sea 
Boncoeur called to him privily » 
And when be knew his lord's intent^ 
Clad like a churl therefrom be went. 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 

But when be came where dwelt tMaltete, 
Yfithfew words did he pass the gate. 
For (Maltete built bim walls amw, 
Knd, wageless, folk from field be drew. 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 



Now passed the squire through this and that. 
Till be came to where Sir Maltete sat, 
And over red wine wagged bis beard: 
Then spoke the squire as one afeard. 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 
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"Lord, ghe me grace, fbf primly 

I lau a UnU word for tbee*' 

« Speak oHtr said MalUU, " boot nofiar, 

For how can tbp life to tbee be dear?" 

Dens est Deua pauperum. 

"Suebanottel know: ' be said, 
••W*a bidetb store ofmonejf red," 
}ILaltete grinned at bim cruelly : 
'^Tbouflorin-^naker, come anigb," 
Deus est Deus pauperam. 

" E'm sitcb as tbou once preacbed of gold, 
hid sbowed me lies in books full old, 
^ougbt gat I but evil brass. 
Therefore came be to tbe worser pass. 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 

"Hast tbou will to see bis skin? 
I keep «f!f beaviest marks therein, 
for since nought else of wealth bad he, 
I deemed full well be owed it me" 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 

« ^ougbt know I of pbilosopby," 
Tbe other said, '* nor do I lie, 
before tbe moon begins to shine, 
yUy all tbis heap of gold be thine." 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 

**Ten leagues from tbis a man there is, 
W^o seemeib to know but little bliss, 
hid yet full many a pound of gold 
A. dry well nigh bis bouse doth bold. 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 
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** ]olm-arlVood is bi eaiUd^fair lord, 
'Sor hM9 I whmee b$ batb this board" 
Tben MalUU said,** As God made me, 
A Wizard ovir-bold is bsf* 
Deos est Deus paupenim. 

** It were a good dted, as lama kmgbt, 
To bum bim in a fin brigbi ; 
TbisJobn-arlVoodsball sunlj^ die, 
And bis gold in my strong cbest shall lie, 
Deos est Deus paupeiiim. 

" This very night, I make mine aooa, 
Tbe trutb of this mine eyes sball know.** 
Then spoke an old kmgbt in tbe ball, 
** Vfbo knowetb wbat things mqy befall ? ** 
Deus est Deus paupenim. 

** I rede tbee go xmtb a great rout. 
For tbyfoes tbey ride thick about:* 
" Tbou and tbe devil may keep my foes, 
Tbou redest me this gold to lose, 
Deus est Deus paupenim." 

" I sball go vritb but some four or five. 
So sball I take my thief alive. 
For if a great rout be sball see, 
Wi7/ be not bide bis wealtbfrom me?** 
Deus est Deus paupenim. 

T^^ old kmgbt muttered under bis breatb, 
** Tben maybapye sball but ride to deatb.** 
Bm/ <Maltete turned bim quickly round, 
** Bipul me tbis gray-beard under ground/ 
Deus est Deus paupenim. 



laki hssdyye shall not long iseape. 
mm i cams back safi, old carle, pcrdie, 
Tbins bead sbaU bmsb tbi Undm'truy 
Dens est Dens paupemm. 

lUrewith bi rod$ with bisftv$ mm, 
hid Bonccmr's spyjor gpod Uaguss tm, 
Until tbif Ufi ib$ beaUn wajf, 
knd dusk it gc^ at mdo/d^. 
Dens est Deus paupemm. 

There f in a clearing of the wood, 
Wasjobfi^s house, neitberfair fwr good 
Iff a ragged plot his house anigh. 
Thin coleworts grew hut wetcbedljf, 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 

]dm'arlVood in his dooraufiff sat. 
Turning over this and that, 
And cbiefir how he best might thrive, 
¥or he had will enough to Uoe, 
Deus est Deus pauperam. 

Qrem coleworts from a woodm bowl 
Yie ate; but careful was his soul, 
for if he saw another dc^. 
Thenceforth was he in Bonccner's pay. 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 

So whm he saw how Maltete came, 
ne said, ** Beginneth now the game / " 
kndinthe doorway didhe stand 
Trembling, with hand joined fast to hand. 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 
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Wi^m MalUU did ibis carls Mold 
Somswbat In dombtid of bis gold, 
"But crisd out, ** IVbirs is now tfy store 
TboH bast tbrougb books of wicked lore ? 
Deus est Deus panpeniin. 

Tbm said tbc poor man, rif^ bumbf/^, 
** "Fair lord, tbis was not modi by m$, 
Ifomid it in nam own dry well. 
And bad a mind tby grace to ieU. 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 

" Tberefrom, my lord, a ct^ I took 
Tbis d^, tbat tbon tbereon ndgbtst look. 
And know me to be leal and true," 
And from bis coat tbe cup be drew* 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 

Tben Maltete took it in bis band, 
Nor knew be ougbt tbat it used to stand 
On Boncomr's aboard mae^ a day, 
" Go on," be said, ** and sbow tbe way, 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 



" Give me tby gold, and tbou sbalt live, 
Yea, in my bouse tbou well mayst tbrive," 
Jobn turned about and *gan to go 
Unto tbe wood witb footsteps slow. 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 

B$it as tbey passed byJohtCs woodstack. 
Growled Maltete, " tf(ptbing now dotb lack 
Vfberewitb to ligbt a merry fire, 
And give my wizard all bis bire," 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 



Izzzviii 



Xft# western sJvy was red as bloody 
lyarisr grew the oakethwood; 
** Thief and earUt where are ye gone ? 
Vfhy are we in the wood alone ? 
Deus est Deos paupemm. 

**yr hat is the sound of this mightf horn? 
Ah, God I that ever I was horn I 
The basnets flash from tree to tree; 
Show me, thou Christ, the wqf to flee f" 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 

Boncopur it was with fifty men; 
Maltete was but one to ten. 
And his own folk prayed for grace, 
yfith empty bands in that lone place, 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 



** Grace shall ye have,** *Bonccenr said, 
" All of you but Evil-head** 
'Lowly could that great lord be, 
VI ho could proff so well as he? 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 

Then could (Maltete howl and cry. 
Utile will he had to die. 
Soft was his speech, now it was late, 
But who had will to save Maltete ? 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 

The^ brought him to the house again, 
And toward the road he looked in vain, 
luonely and bare was the great highwajf. 
Under the gathering moonlight gr^, 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 
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TA«r took cffhis giU hanut. 
That he should die thin wasnoUi; 
Thijf took tff his coat ofstsel, 
A da$im§d mam he well tm^ feel. 
Dens est Dens paupemm. 



'"YiiUyeallherithas 

Lackmg naught of all good thmgsV* 

** Nothing do tee lack this eoe; 

yfhem thou art dead, how can we grieve ? 

Deut est Deus paapemm. 
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"Let me drink water ere I 
If one henceforth comes n^ lips amgh^ 
Th^ brought it him in that howl of wood. 
H# said, '* This is but poor mm^s blood!** 
Deus est Deus paupemm. 

Th^ brought it himinthecup of gold. 
He said, " The women I have sold 
Have wept it full of salt for me ; 
I shall die gaping thirstiff.'* 
Deus est .Deus pauperum. 

Off the threshold of that poor homestead 
Ther smote off his evil head; 
Thejf set it high on a great spear. 
And rode aiway with merry cheer, 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 

A/ the damn, in lordly state, 
Th^ rode to tMaltete*s castle-gate, 
** Yfhoso willeth laud to win, 
VLahe baste to letyour masters in!** 
Dens est Deus pauperum. 
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Tarthmib opened ihey the gate. 
No num was sorry for MaiMe. 
"Boucceur conquered all bis lands, 
A good kmgbiwas be of bis bands, 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 

Good men be loved, and bated bad; 
Joyful days and sweet be bad; 
Goods deeds did be pienteously; 
"Beneatb Urn folk lived frank and free, 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 

H^ Uoed long, witb merry days ; 
"Sone said augbt of bim but praise. 
God on bim bauefull mercy; 
A good hUgbt merciful was be, 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 

Tbe great lord, called Maltete, is dead; 
Grass grows above bis feet and bead. 
And a bolly-busb grows up between 
His rib-bones gotten wbite and clean, 
Deus est Deus pauperum. 

A carle* s sbeep-dog certainly 

Is a migbiier tbing tban be. 

Till London-bridge sball cross tbe Nen, 

Take we beed ofsucb-like men, 

Deus est Deus pauperum. 
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THE BURGHERS' BATTLE. 



THICK riu the spiar-shafis o'ir iU Umd 
That irst the haroist bars; 
Tbe swordis bioqjf in th$ band. 
And we return no more. 
Tb$ Kgbt wind wav$s tb$ T{uddy Fox, 
Our banner ofibe war, 
Andripples in ibe Rmning Ox, 
And we return no more. 
Across our stubble acres now 
Tbe tsams go four and four ; 
B$J out-wom elders guide tbe plougb. 
And we return no more. 
And now ibe women beaoy-eyed 
Turn ibrougb ibe open door 
Vrom ga^ng down tbe bigbwqy wide. 
Where we return no more. 
T** shadows of tbe fruited close 
jyapple ibe feast-ball floor; 
Tbere lie our dogs and dream and do^e. 
And we return no more. 
Down from ibe minster tower to-day 
Tall tbe soft cbimes of yore 
Amidst tbe chattering jackdaws* play : 
And we return no more. 
But underneath ibe streets are still ; 
Nooff, and the market's o'er I 
Back go tbe goodwioes o'er ibe bill ; 
For we return no more. 
Vfbat merchant to our gates shall come ? 
yffhat wise man bring us lore ? 
y^bat abbot ride away to Rome, 
Now we return no more ? 
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iftbatrm^orsbaamUmbaliwhidai 

WfoM smtJM m4*p tbt floor? 

VTbatjidgt sball doom tbt rtMm's guilt, 

Now we retain no more i 

Hww hoKui M ibt itrttti tball ris* 

Vbtrt bmldtd «m b*fori, 

Of otbtr stotu wrougU athtrwiu ; 

For we retam no more. 

And traps stall coetffltld and bill 

VnHk* rebai omct tbtjt bor*. 

And all b* dom mlbout otr will, 

l^>oh t^l tb* arrows strrak tbt ^, 

Tb* horns of battlt roar ; 

Tb* long sp*ars Umtr tmd draw m^ 

Rmumbrr boa besidt tbt main, 

W# tfitdu tbt nmrd of aor. 

And soard Ibis barwat of tb$ plain. 

And we retorn no more. 

L^ spears about Ibt T{uddf Fox! 

Tbt da^s of old an o'tr ; 

Haku saord about tbt Rimmng Ox ! 

Foi we return no more 
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